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with the meat that come from his table; which was mos excellent, with most brave drink cooled in ice (which a this hot time was welcome), and I drinking no wine, hat metheglin for the King's owne drinking, which did pleas* me mightily. Thence, having dined mighty nobly, I awai to Mrs. Martin's new lodgings, where I find her, and wai with her close, but, Lord ! how big she is already. She is, at least seems, in mighty trouble for her husband at sea, when I am sure she cares not for him, and I would no undeceive her, though I know his ship is one of those tha is not gone, but left behind without men. Thence tc White Hall again to hear news, but found none; so bacl< toward Westminster, and there met Mrs. Burroughs, whom ] had a mind to meet, but being undressed did appear i mighty ordinary woman. Thence by water home, and otil again by coach to Lovett's to see my Crucifix, which is nol done. So to White Hall again to have met Sir G. Carteret, but he is gone abroad, so back homewards, and seeing Mr. Spong took him up, and he and I to Reeves, the glass maker's, and did see several glasses and had pretty discourse with him, and so away and set down Mr. Spong in London, and so home and with my wife, late, twatling at my Lady Pen's, and so home to supper and to bed. I did this afternoon call at my woman that ruled my paper to bespeak a musique card, and there did kiss Nan. No news to-night from the fleete how matters go yet.
26th. Up, and to the office, where all the morning. At noon dined at home: Mr. Hunt and his wife, who is very gallant, and newly come from Cambridge, because of the sicknesse, with us. Very merry at table, and the people I do love mightily, but being in haste to go to White Hall I rose, and Mr. Hunt with me, and by coach thither, where I left him in the boarded gallery, and I by appointment to attend the Duke of Yorke at his closett, but being not come, Sir G. Carteret and I did talke together, and [he] advises me, that, if I could, I would get the papers of examination touching the business of the last year's prizes, which concern my Lord Sandwich, out of-Warcupp's hands, who being now under disgrace and poor, he believes may be brought easily to part with them. My Lord Crew, it seems, is fearfull yet that matters may be enquired into.